74,                                BEN JONSON
Song
Come, my Gelia, let us prove, While we can, the sports of love. Time will not be ours for ever, He, at length, our good will sever$ Spend not then his gifts in vain. Suns that set may rise again: But if once we lose this light, 'Tis with us perpetual night. Why should we defer our joys? Fame and rumour are but toys. Cannot we delude the eyes Of a few poor household spies? Or his easier ears beguile, Thus removed by our wile? *Tis no sin love's fruits to steal; But the sweet thefts to reveal; To be taken, to be seen, These have crimes accounted been.
Cel. Some serene blast me, or dire lightning strike This my offending face.
Volp. Why droops my Gelia? Thou hast, in place of a base husband, found A worthy lover: use thy fortune well. With secrecy and pleasure. See, behold, What thou art queen of; not in expectation, As I feed others; but possessed and crown'd. See, here, a rope of pearl; and each more orient Than that the brave Egyptian queen caroused: Dissolve and drink them. See, a carbuncle, May put out both the eyes of our St. Mark; A diamond would have bought Lollia Paulina> When she came in, like star-light, hid with jewels That were the spoils of provinces; take these, And wear, and lose them: yet remains an ear-ring To purchase them again, and this whole state. A gem but worth a private patrimony Is nothing: we will eat such at a meal. The heads of parrots, tongues of nightingales, The brains of peacocks and of ostriches,